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Rybin came over.

"Asleep?" he said in a loud whisper.

"Yes."

He stood for a while silently studying the mother's face.

"I guess she's the first who's ever followed a son down
this road," he said at last, with a sigh.

"We mustn't disturb her. Let's go out," said Sophia.

"Got to be getting to work. Like to have a talk with
you, but we'll have to put that off till evening. Come on,
boys!"

The three men went out, leaving Sophia in the shelter.

"Thank goodness they've made friends," thought the
mother.

And she fell asleep with the pungent odour of the woods
and the tar in her nostrils.

VI

The tar workers came back, glad that the working day
was over.

The sound of their voices awoke the mother, and she
came out of the shelter yawning and smiling.

"You working and sme sleeping like a grand lady!" she
said, turning a fond look on them.

"You can be excused for that," answered Rybin. Weari-
ness had consumed his surplus energy and left him more
tranquil.

"Ignat," he said, "what about some tea? We take turns
with the household tasks. Today it's Ignat's turn to give
us food and drink.5*

"I'd be glad to change with somebody today," said
Ignat as he gathered twigs and chips for the fire.

"You're not the only one who wants to be with
the visitors," answered Yefim, sitting down next to
Sophia.

"Fll help you, Ignat," said Yakov. He went into the
shelter and brought out a.loaf of bread, which he cut into
pieces and placed about the table.